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The Art Review. 



IVashington " or a " Franklin " or any eminent 

Itorical character you wish. 
Again, let roe beg of you, teachers, to hold with 
ar pupils frequent and pleasing conversations 
iference to the art represented. Brief lec- 
iu will find to be of incalculable advantage; 
will be loved, and your pupils will gather 
sely around you. Do your best, your duty, 
d success be with you. Happy will be the day- 
ken sines and cosines, planets, and imperial 
lindanes shall be taught, side by side, with 
iphael and the great schools of art, present and 
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AN IOWA INSTITUTION. 

' ROLLO RAMBLER. 

K GOOD night's rest distant from Chicago, — in a 
llman palace car, upon the Northwestern rail- 
y, — is the beautiful town of Mt. Vernon, Iowa> 
spying a commanding eminence, than which 
:re is not another so charming a spot in all the 
terous expanse of the wonderful Hawlceye 
ite. It is, indeed, " a city set upon a hill," and 
: spark of light that was kindled by "father" 
wman fifteen years ago, has become a flame 
lich can never be hidden nor quenched; a 
ine at whose altar six thousand of Iowa's brave 
is and fair daughters have bowed, to receive 
ihigher education of head and heart that should 
it befit them for noble manhood and lovely 
manhood ; an alma mater of " the good, the 
c, and the beautiful;" a Mecca for the after- 
irs, only less sacred than the birth-place home, 
•t Cornell College is appreciated and loved 
id only attend its annual Commencement 
convinced ; and it will well repay a long 
: p with only this one object in view. " All 
> immcncements are alike," you may tell me. 
it this one is not " alike." If you had been so 
tunate as to have been there with me on the 
tnlful June day of the present year, you would 
. re fully agreed with Rev. Dr. Fowler, of 
' licago, who, in one of his happy impromptu 
b, characterized the occasion as " a cross be- 
een the ' fourth ' of July and a Methodist camp- 
Wing ! " It is, par excellence, the holiday of 
. (entire year, the literal "fourth" in enthusiasm, 
rail the region round about, which sends its men 
i d women, boys and girls, with a delegation of 
ung-Iunged babies, by every imaginable con 
]rance, from the luxurious cars of the famous 
orthwestem railway, and the stylish city tum-out, 
the farm wagon and mule team. Gathering, 
they do, by thousands, there is no hall nor 
arch that can seat a tithe of them, nor any 
ice so appropriate, so beautifully befitting the 
casion, as God's great temple of forest trees, 
kose over-arching limbs and wide-spread 
inches combine needful shelter with rare beauty, 
only the grand Architect of nature has ever 
'ought out. And here, year by year, after a 
trough course in all the branches of education 
i >t experience has demonstrated to be the more 
sirable, with all the facilities and appliances 
\2\ ft""* American progress has at once demanded 
m§ ^fpp'' ed > come the men and women of the 
* generation of thinkers and doers, to shake 



schoolmates, old associations, and old friends, and 
here, in the hallowed wood of their College cam- 
pus, commence, in very deed, the broader life 
that comes to all when men, rather than the works 
set down in the curriculum, become the text- 
books. * 

Cornell College is a power in the truest growth 
and best development of the Northwest, — a power, 
the influence of which is, year by year, widening 
and extending with gratifying rapidity. It is now 
upon a firmer basis than ever before, and while 
the necessity for further endowments still affords 
opportunities for the large-hearted men — and 
women — of wealth, it can hardly be predicted to 
what rank this College may not attain in the grand 
galaxy of American .educational institutions. It 
will be enough for its friends, — wjio are not 
limited to the State that is rightly proud of its 
location within her borders, — if its influence for 
complementing the best that books can yield, by 
the higher good of heart-education, shall increase 
proportionately with its rapid material growth and 
prosperity. 



AMERICAN ART NEWS. 



BOSTON. 
George L. Erown has just finished the first 
really fiery Italian scene he has taken from his 
easel for a long time, having of late busied him 
self mostly with moonlights and the more sober 
noonday effects. His last work is a view of the 
castle of Ischia, with Capri in the distance. The 
sun is setting behind the old castle, seeming to 
illuminate every square inch of the sensuous 
atmosphere, and burnishing the surrounding 
clouds with a glowing effulgence that will doubt- 
less raise the ire of those critical Don Quixotes 
who have the hatred of a Spanish bull or a New 
England turkey-cock towards anything fiery. 
But the wonderful, striking part of the picture 
is found in the Claude-like depth and tenderness 
with which he has clothed the atmosphere, every 
particle of which is luminous with radiance. 
There is a stirring history connected with this 
castle, but I will forbear inflicting your readers 
with it. Mr. Brown has also begun two or three 
other scenes, one of which is a Venetian moon- 
light. He has for some time been intending to 
send a picture to Philadelphia, and possibly one 
to Chicago ; but as yet he has not been able to 
do so, his New England admirers purchasing as 
fast as he finishes them. 

Mr. Wight, whose " Eve at the Fountain " 
attained such celebrity, but whose greatest forte 
seems to be in those charming interiors he fin- 
ishes so beautifully, and of which there is such a 
dearth in American art, is at work on a kitchen 
interior, which he will have finished late in the 
summer or early in the fall. He calls it " Pet's 
First Cake," and it represents a little live-year-old 
girl) immaculately arrayed in blue dress, with her 
golden hair flowing about her shoulders, standing 
in a chair at the table, with her sleeves rolled up, 
and up to her elbows in the mysteries of dough. 
She is receiving the instructions of a huge black 
I negress, whose patronizing air is charmingly ren- 



looking in at the door. The bouquet of flowers 
in the window, and the charming glimpse of 
landscape outside, with the kitten playing on the 
floor, and the neglected dolls lying around, added 
to the main figures, all go to make up a very 
effective scene. Mr. Wight is also engaged 
upon a semi-nude scene, taken from William 
Morris's "Earthly Paradise," published in this 
country by Roberts Brothers, which promises to 
be a fine thing. 

George E. Niles, our charming genre painter, 
has made a bold stride out into landscape art, 
and one which is bringing him golden opinions, 
and will add much to his reputation. It is a 
scene in the Adirondacks; and Rev. Mr. Mur- 
ray, Boston's patron saint in that quarter, has, 
among others, pronounced glowingly on its merits. 
It is a view of the upper Ausabee lake and 
outlying mountains, with glimpses* of blue sky 
between the masses of cloud rolling overhead, 
and of immense distances seen beyond mountains 
that stand out boldly from the canvas, which 
some of our more pretentious artists would do 
well to equal. 

Thomas R. Gould, of "West Wind" fame, 
has taken a studio here for a short time, and 
is busy filling several orders for portrait-busts. 

S. L. Gerry has just taken from his easel a 
more pretentious picture than he usually indulges 
in. Its coloring and composition are very fine, 
and as an ideal landscape of oriental sensuous- 
ness, it is well conceived and executed ; but when 
he professes to call it " Over the River," and 
transfer the part of the picture beyond the river 
flowing tranquilly through the foreground, into 
the world, beyond the shores of time, the picture 
will suffer. 

F. H. Shapleigh, who has recently returned 
from California, has already filled three orders 
brought with him from San Francisco for Califor- 
nia scenes. Two are views in the Yosemite, and 
the other in the Hetch-Hetchy valley. The latter 
is the best of the three pictures, and San Fran- 
cisco may well be proud to have in t her parlors 
such creditable specimens of Boston art. 

Earl Marble. 



*well hands with their faithful teacher and j dered. The parlor-maid, with her peacock-tail 
"lest friend, President King, — a man of a j brush, is pausing in her passage through the 
•ttsand for such a place, — to bid adieu to old ' kitchen to see the progress, and the mother is 



BALTIMORE. 
Fancy a triangle, at the apex of which shall be 
a busy, buzzing, active bee ; at one of the angles 
of the base a lively, squirming centipede, and at 
the other a gross and sluggish snail — then have 
you neatly symbolized the relative conditions of 
art in Chicago, New York, and Baltimore. For 
a city of our size, presumptive culture, intelligence 
and wealth, we are lamentably deficient as regards 
art progress ; and although we live in hope, and 
daily eat the bread of expectation, yet we cannot 
say that we sec aught indicative of change, except 
for the worse. The winter has been terribly dull, 
and the profits of spring have barely paid up its 
absolute deficiencies. The few artists whom pat- 
riotism or necessity have prompted to remain in 
Baltimore, have struggled manfully through tx>fh 
seasons, but if they be discouraged at the summer 
outlook, it is no one's province to blame them. 
People here do not seem inclined to encourage 
progress in local art circles. If artists get up a 
neat and tasteful reception, and issue to the elect 
gilt-edged and decorous cards of invitation, thev 



